Lukas. You\'re Our Boy 


Author: dramad 


Bands: Rockstar: Supernova 


Characters: Gilby Clarke, Jason Newsted, Tommy Lee 


Relationships: M/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Wed Sep 27 2006 II:19:12 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


none 


DISCLAIMER: | know nothing, lim claming nothing. No disrespect or infringement is intended. This is a piece of fan 


fiction and should be treated as such. 


Wandering into his room, finally, near dawn, all Lukas wants to do is sleep. He's never been so tired in his whole 
entire life; he's sure of it. "Frannie's gonna be so pissed at me," he mutters to himself as he takes his jacket 
off and sets it over the back of the chair. He debates calling his girlfriend and ultimately decides that calling 


her at 5 am might just make things worse. 


Not turning on a light in the room, just letting the space be lit by exterior lights, he removes his glove, 
tossing it on the desk, then he toes off his shoes as he stretches. He can party with the best of them, or so 
he thought. 


But the best of them had never been Tommy Lee before now and he's seriously wondering if he should give 
some thought to not trying to keep up. 


After he removes his necklaces and earrings, he pulls his t-shirt by the neck over his head and to the floor, 


then he bends and pulls off his socks, which join his t-shirt in a heap. Then he undoes his belt and his fly, 


pushing his jeans and underwear to the floor and stepping out of them. He reaches his arms above his head 
again, bowing himself backward, the cool air feeling good on his bared skin, before he leans forward and crawls 
up the bed, collapsing on top of the covers, too tired to care about his make-up or having anything to cover 
himself. 

Within moments, light snoring fills the room. As Lukas lies there, he doesn't hear the door open. He doesn't 
hear the shuffling first of feet, then of clothing as it drops to the floor. What he does feel, when he surfaces, 
is hands on him. Lots of hands. Too many hands. He jerks awake, but is kept in place by, by his fuzzy math, six 
hands. "Let me go, motherfucker!" 

He knows how to fight. 

“Shhhh, baby...shhhh," he hears. 

Tommy's voice. 


"This is just your unofficial band welcome. Just be our good boy and enjoy." 


Still tense, his heart pounding, he moans softly, low in his throat, as he feels a hand rubbing soothing circles 
between his shoulder blades. 


"We'll make you feel good, man," he hears. 
Gilby, too. 
"IFs all about give and take," he finally hears Jason say. 


He closes his eyes as one pair of hands starts running up and down his legs, another on his shoulders and 


another in the middle of his back. 

A finger starts in the sole of his foot and he jumps. 

"He's ticklish," Tommy tells the others. 

"Good to know," Jason replies. Lukas can't tell if he's smiling or not. He can't tell anything. 

The finger runs over his heel and up the middle of the back of his left leg, stopping just short of his ass, 
before the action is repeated on his right leg. Hands continue to knead the tense muscles joining his shoulders 
and his neck, as well as the muscles in his lower back that were aching from standing so long tonight as he 


glad-handed. (Was glad-handed? He couldn't tell) 


Despite his nervousness, he starts to relax. 


Then he's turned over and he can finally see his bandmates. 
Naked, all three. He doesn't let himself look lower than their chests. 


Tommy reaches up and runs the pad of his thumb under Lukas's eye. "You should take this off each night, no 
matter how tired you are, baby. It's better for your skin” 


"And remember to brush your teeth, being a smoker," Jason says a bit more wryly. 


Gilby just runs a hand through his hair, then sits on the edge of the bed and takes one of Lukas's hands 


between his own, pancaking it. He just cocks his head and smiles. 


"Welcome, baby," Tommy croons as he leans forward to kneel on the bed then crouch on all fours, straddling 


Lukas's legs. 


The next thing Lukas feels is a warm, wet mouth on his cock, which had been half-hard at best. He blinks. Its 


Tommy. Tommy's sucking him off! 


He keeps blinking, because he can't believe it. But then his view is blocked when Jason ducks down and is licking 
at his nipples. His hand tightens in Gilby's, as he looks at the guitarist. 


"Nice, isn't it?" Gilby asks. 
All Lukas can do is nod. Whether he actually means yes, even he doesn't know. 


“They're very good at that" Then Gilby leans forward and kisses Lukas, chastely at first, then the singer feels 


his tongue demanding entrance and he gives it, his eyes falling shut again 


There are so many sensations running through his body, he's still not sure they're real, any of them. It takes 
Tommy's teeth barely glancing over the head of his cock to bring everything into sharp relief and he groans. 


"That's a good boy," he hears as his legs are brought to his chest. 
"Good?" he hears. 
All he can do is nod and lick his lips. 


Then he feels one rough hand (must be a guitarist, he thinks vaguely) around his cock and he feels a wet 


tongue down below his balls and over his hole and he arches and whimpers. 
"Good?" Jason asks into Lukas's ear. 


"Fuuuuuuuck," the singer groans in reply, chasing Jason's voice, turning his head and opening glazed eyes. 


Jason's smile in the dim light is gentle and he reaches up to cup Lukas's face. "Enjoy," he murmurs. 


Lukas just nods, his tongue running over his lips again He feels Gilby squeeze his hand and turns his head, just 
as he feels Tommy's tongue push inside him. He squeaks just before Gilby kisses him again 


The guitarists moustache tickles and Lukas gasps, his laugh transmuting to a moan as he feels the flat of 


Tommy's tongue over his balls. 

His eyes shut again as a finger slides into him. He stiffens, his face reflecting his shock 

"Easy," Gilby tells Tommy. 

Lukas can see Tommy grin at the guitarist, before turning to face him. "Good, baby?" 

He nods. He thinks its good. He can't tell, having never had something like this before. His grip on Gilby's hand 
tightens, seemingly prompting the guitarist to lean down and kiss him, which is a good thing until Tommy's 
finger hits something that makes him jump. 

Jason smiles and rests his head against Lukas's cheek 

"Fuck," Lukas whines as one finger is replaced with two. 

"Easy, T," Tommy's told again 

"He's a little slut for it," Tommy growls in reply. "Aren't you." 

Lukas is nodding before he realizes it. 

“Course he is," Tommy laughs, obviously pleased. "You first, Jase." 


Lukas's head whips to face the bassist, who smiles and kisses him, before moving to take Tommy's place. 


The drummer smiles over Jason's shoulder as Jason slips a condom on, stroking himself through the latex. 


"Ready?" 
Lukas squeezes Gilby's hand til he hears his knuckles crack and he nods. 
Jason holds his knees as Tommy reaches around him and guides his cock between Lukas's legs. 


Then Lukas's face contorts, teeth bared. "Breathe," he hears in his ear and turns to butt his head against 
Gilby's cheek. 


"Ride ‘im, Jase! Break the boy in for mel" Tommy crows as he leans into Jason, pushing him forward. 
"T" Gilby barks. 
"No," Lukas manages to croak out. "S'good." Part of him still isn't sure this isn't a dream. 


But it is good, the head of Jason's cock gliding over whatever it is inside him that makes him jump and cry out 


and want more. 


"Fuck, he's tight," Jason growls, his face looking, to Lukas through his slitted lids, like he did on those videos 
when he was playing with Metallica 


"He's virgin pussy, baby. Break him in for mel" Tommy grins. 

Lukas feels Gilby kiss his cheek and his own cock lurch against this belly. "Ah, fuck," he groans as Jason moves 
harder and harder into him, until he yells out, his head thrown back onto Tommy's shoulder as the drummer 
wraps his arms around his chest. 

"Gil?" 

Gilby shakes his head. "Not tonight” 

"You sure?" 


The guitarist nods. 


"More for me, baby!" Tommy leans out of the way as Jason eases out, and tosses his condom toward the 


trashcan and falls to his side, resting his hand on Lukas's belly. 
"Good boy" 
Lukas turns his head to face Jason and they kiss, gently this time. 


Tommy rips a condom open and slicks it on what looks more like, to the singer, a billy club than a bodily 


appendage. "Ready, boy? Ready for me?" 
"| don't know," Lukas whispers, which makes Tommy smile, his face almost wolfish. 
"You can take it, and you know it” 


So Lukas nods and licks his lips again. Jason takes one hand and Gilby squeezes the other. He feels their faces 
next to his. 


Then the next thing he feels is being filled, so tight and big that all he can do is cry out-a sound that dies in 


his throat as he's dimly aware that Tommy's not even all the way in 


Then he grits his teeth and growls deep in his throat and bears down as he takes more and more and more 


and more. 

Somewhere far away, he hears Jason humming and Gilby whispering that he can stop it any time. 

He shakes his head and shouts as he feels Tommy lean into him, forward finally kissing him. 

He's done it. 

But that's not it. That's not all as Tommy begins to move. 

Then all he can do is snarl and close off his throat, which he idly knows Jason must hate, though he could 
care less as he feels two hands around his cock, stroking in time with Tommy's thrusts and the sound coming 


from him this time is a strangled shout as his back arches, his head back. 


He comes all over himself, the whole world narrowing to his body, the zinging around him from his fingers to 
his toes. He bites down on his tongue and still, he can feel Tommy's cock splitting him open. 


The drummer moves hard, twice-two thrusts and he shouts out, a rough, guttural bark, before falling 
forward again to kiss him again, a biting, demanding one that sucks the air from Lukas's lungs, so he turns his 
head to gasp for breath. 

"Get out, man! You're too big," he finally says into Gilby's hair. 

"You love it and you know it," he hears Tommy say, even as he's moving away, and out. 


Lukas doesn't answer, fatigue weighing heavily on him. 


He closes his eyes. 


When he wakes up again, the sun is piercing through his brain from the open window. 
His throat is dry, his lips are dry. His eyes burn from the make-up that ran into them as he slept. 
It's not until he turns onto his back that the ache between his legs hits him. 


He raises a hand to run it through his hair and hears the crumple of paper and looks around for where the 


sound comes from. 


A slip of paper catches his eye and he holds it close to his face. 
Welcome to the band, baby. See you in the studio at Z 


The clouds leave his head. 


"Fuck. It's real," he mutters to himself as he sits up and waits for his head to stop pounding and his body to 
stop aching. 


